12	DIANA MALLORY
Diana looked disappointed, but submissive.
(Oh, very well, Brown—I don't want to alter any of
the old ways. But I hear the choir will come up^ to-
night. Now they must have five shillings,—and supper,
please. Brown/
Brown drew himself up a little more stiffly.
' Lacly Emily always gave 'em supper, ma'am, but,
begging your pardon, she didn't hold at all with giving
'em money/	^
1 Oh, I don't care !' said Miss Mallory hastily. ' I'm
sure they'll like it, Brown 1 Five shillings please/
Brown withdrew, and Diana, with a laughing face
and her hands over her ears, to mitigate the farewell
bawling of the children, turned to Mrs. Colwell, with an
invitation to dress for church.
' The first time for me/ she explained. ' I have been
coming up and down, for a month or more, two or three
days at a time, to see to the furnishing. But now I am
at home I'
The Christmas service in the parish church was
agreeable enough. The Beechcote pew was at the back
of the church, and as the new mistress of the old house
entered and walked down the aisle, she drew the eyes of
a large congregation of rustics and small shopkeepers.
Diana moved in a kind of happy absorption, glancing
gently from side to side. This gathering of villagers was to
her representative of a spiritual and national fellowship
to which she came now to be joined. The old church,
wreathed in ivy and holly; the tombs in the southern
aisle; the loaves standing near the porch for distribution
after service, in accordance with an old benefaction; the
fragments of fifteenth-century glass in the windows;
the school-children to her left; the singing, the prayers,
the sermon,—found her in a welcoming, a child-like mood.

